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Crux of the Matter 


Author's Notes: 
Based loosely on a story told by Ritchie Blackmore and quoted in his biography, Black Knight. 


Ritchie rubbed at the annoying twitch in his eye, peering out at the German countryside through the dirty 
windshield of the Daimler. He was at the wheel, alone in the front seat as he preferred, piloting them along to 
the next gig. Behind him, in the second row of seats, sat lan Gillan and Roger Glover, the worthless sods in 
Ritchie's scathing opinion, in the third row behind them were lan Paice and Jon Lord, somewhat less worthless 
and sodding. There had been some inane chatter coming from the backseats, but that had petered out some 


time ago. Mercifully, they had been quiet these last few kilometers, leaving Ritchie to his thoughts. 


Ritchie hazarded a glance in the rear-view mirror. Jon Lord had his face in a book. Paicey's face was pressed 


against the glass, but his eyelids were shut and his mouth hung open a litle; fast asleep. 


Roger Glover was sitting up, his almond-shaped eyes fluttering open and closed. lan Gillan was nowhere to be 


seen. 


Ritchie's eye twitch returned. 


lan, making himself inconspicuous! Fancy that! He must think himself very discreet; he was so tall and boorish 
and always.. spreading his limbs everywhere. It seemed nowadays there was no corner or crack or perch that 


Ritchie could have all to himself, no, it was all filled up with Big lan 


A soft gasp, then a curse. Ritchie set his mouth in a pinch. Was Roger making that sound? He glanced again in 
the mirror; Jon Lord was still in his book, and Paicey was dead to the world. 


Roger met Ritchie's eyes in the mirror and tilted his head back, exposing the vulnerable line of his neck. Ritchie 
watched as he colored; his skin flushed, putting in Ritchie's mind the image of wine poured into an alabaster 
cup and backlit by a candle. Roger's lips moved in a soundless curse. 


What in the world -- 


Ritchie chose his moment, waiting for a straight stretch of road so that the vehicle would guide itself. He 
twisted about to see behind him. 


He was confronted with the sight of Big lan's broad shoulders and mane of hair. His eyes scanned down to see 
Roger's trousers tangled about his ankles, and a hand -- lan's hand -- resting on one of Roger's knees, pushing 


his legs open. lan's head lay in Roger's lap, and Ritchie knew what they were doing. 


"What the hell is going on in here?" sputtered Ritchie, turning back to the road. He could barely clutch the 
steering wheel, as though what he'd seen had knocked the strength out of him like a blow. 


In the mirror, he watched Roger throw his head back again, a paroxysm of pleasure twisting his features. His 


chest heaved; he shuddered; Ritchie observed him, and found it hard to breath. 


Roger slumped against the seat, spent. Big lan popped back up into view, licking his lips lewdly. "Oi, Blackers," he 
said, shifting forward and pressing his body against the back of Ritchie's seat. "Let me touch you." 


"You've gone mental," said Ritchie. "Perverse, shameless--" 


"He didn't seem to mind o'ermuch," lan said jovially, indicating Roger with a tilt of his head. Roger's head lolled. 


He barely seemed to be conscious. 

Ritchie's foot came down and the Daimler sped up. 

lan's hands came up over the back of the seat to rest on Ritchie's shoulders. "Don't say it's never crossed 
your mind" His breath was hot and thick on the back of Ritchie's neck. "I think we'd like one another better if 
we did." 


"Nutter," said Ritchie. Listen to him prattle, as though he didn't owe everything to Ritchie for plucking him out 


of the gutter. "You'll make me crash." 


"lIl do no such thing. Let me show you." lan's hands slid over the seat back; one entering the neck of Ritchie's 
shirt, the other coming ‘round the side, under Ritchie's left elbow and into the waistband of his trousers. 


Chuckling, lan murmured, "I've not heard a no." 


Ritchie stubbornly stared straight ahead, stealing looks at lan in the mirror. lan brought to mind the old Greek 
gods from the volume of Edith Hamilton's mythology Ritchie had studied as a schoolboy: tall and strong in 
body, beautiful in a masculine way, sexually indiscriminate and voracious. A regular Dionysus and Apollo. And 
like a god, he wrecked havoc upon mortals; came down to spread his seed and wrath. He claimed one of 


Ritchie's nipples between his fingers and gave a pinch and a twist, making Ritchie jerk in his seat. 
"You may mock," hissed Ritchie. "You may think this funny, Gillan, but |--" 


"Why would you suppose that?" lan rasped into his ear, his tongue flicking out to caress the shell. "Is it so 
hard to believe | would desire you? You've got charms of your own, Blackers." 


In the mirror, Ritchie could see Roger had returned to the land of the living and was watching them with an 
unknowable expression His lips were parted; Ritchie could see the tip of his tongue resting between his white 


teeth. 


lan's fingers, nimble for their size, had done their work on the buttons on Ritchie's trousers. He thrust in 


boldly and took Ritchie in hand. 


Ritchie was thankful that there were no others cars on the road as the Daimler drifted back and forth across 


the lanes. 


lan's other hand explored his torso, playing with Ritchie's chest hair, flicking a pebbled nipple with the edge of a 
nail, and then sliding up to grasp Ritchie by the throat. Ritchie's heartbeat pounded louder than thunder, louder 
than drums, in his ears. "You've been wanting this," lan said. "I can tell. Oh, you're npe. Full to bursting, like 


fruit. Does no one do this to you? Or can no one do this to you like | can?" 


Ritchie risked taking his eyes off the road to give lan the full force of his most poisonous look. lan licked at his 
mouth, his tongue probing and demanding, seeming to promise something other than kisses. His mouth was hot 
and he tasted of alcohol and something else -- Roger. Ritchie jerked away from hin, looking forward out the 
windshield again. 


lan's hand cupped him, stroked him, and despite himself, Ritchie dug his heels into the floorboard and arched up 
to meet him. "Oh, imagine if | could reach just a little further." Damn lan! and his voice! "I could get inside you. 


You would like that, | think." 


Ritchie panted. How was it that neither Jon nor Paicey had noticed anything? God, the Daimler was drifting 


about the road like a drunken fool. It was a miracle he hadn't spun out and killed them all. 


"You're so hard and so cold.. those baleful eyes of yours.. but | could bring out another side to you. Banked like 


coals, you are. You were made for more than just playing a guitar." 


A soft sound escaped Ritchie's lips. He clenched his teeth in dismay. The hand at his neck slid downwards, lan 
scraping his nails across Ritchie's chest while working him with his other hand. Damn those long arms of his - 


- damn lan Gillan-- 


A hand grasped his neck again, lan holding him still and sucking a kiss to the back of his neck He sucked so 
hard it was sure to bruise. His other wrist twisted, and Ritchie jerked again, breathing out long and hot 
through his nose, and oh, he was coming he couldn't stop himself "Oh, good, good," lan said, sounding for all the 
world like he was proud of Ritchie, which was the maddest thing. "You've been needing that" 


lan withdrew his hand, licking it clean. In the mirror, Ritchie caught Roger looking at him. They wore the same 


wrecked expression. 


